CHAPTER XXII.
CAPTURE AND ESCAPE OF EAIN-IN-THE-FACE.
As the second winter progressed it bade fair to be a repetition of the first, until an event happened that ex-eited us all very much.
I must preface my account of the occurrence by going back to the summer of the Yellowstone campaign. Two of the citizens attached to the expedition, one as the sutler, the other as the veterinary surgeon, were in the habit of riding by themselves a great deal. Not being enliBtod men, much more liberty than soldiers have was allowed them. Many warnings were given, however, and an instance, fresh in the minds of the ollicers, of the killing by Indium* of two of their comrades the year before* was repeatedly told to them. One day their last hour of lingering came. While they stopped to water their horses, some Indians concealed in a gully shot them within night of our regiment, who were then fighting on the hill, and did not find the bodies for some time afterwards Both of the murdered men were favorites; both left familieH, and regret and sympathy were general throughout the command.
A year and a half afterwards information came to our post, Fort Lincoln, that an Indian was then at the Agency at Standing Kock, drawing his rations, blankets,only comment was a reference to the Mexican's oft-repeated question to her, " Pool old thing, I hope she is ' comph' at last."
